EPILOGUE

HEY, who h-tve best succeeded on the stage,
Have still conformed their genius to their age
Thus Jonson did mechanic humour show,
When men were dull, and conversation low.
Then comedy was faultless, but 'twas coarse :

Cobb's tankard was a jest, and Otter's horse.1

And, as their comedy, their love was mean ;

Except, by chance, in some one laboured scene,

Which must atone iW an in-written play,

They rose, but at their height could seldom stay.

Fame then was cheap, and the first comer sped ;

And they have kept it since, by being dead.

But. were they now to write, when critics weigh

Each line, and every word, throughout a play,

None of them, no, not Jonson in his height,

Could pass, \\ithout allowing grains for weight.

Think it not envy, that these truths are told ;

Our poet's not malicious, though he's bold.

Ti-> not to brand them, that their faults are shown.

But, by their errors, to excuse his own.

If love and honour now are higher raised,

'Tis not the poet, but the age is praised.

Wit's now arrived to a more high degree ;

Our native language more refined and free.

Our ladies and our men now speak more wit

In conversation, than those poets writ.

Then, one of these is, consequently, true;

That what this poet writes comes short of you,

And imitates you ill (which most he fears),

' Cobb, the water-bearer, in Every Man in Ms Humour: and
Captain Otter, in The Silent HVtwuat, _vrho calls his drinking-cups,
Horse, Bull, and Bear,

211